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On and on and on... 


Author's Notes: 

This is a weird kind of ‘exercise in style' | tried, repeating more or less the same sequences of sentences and 
their structure, repeating words and paragraph length, more or less, to build the story progression. 

| would be very interested to hear what people think of the writing style (besides the story) and whether it 
adds anything to the story itself.. 


On stage 

The slender figure of Cat who was walking around on stage in front of him. Vice didn't take his eyes off him. 
The drummer could only see the guitarists back 

His straightened hair like jet black feathers brushing over his shoulder blades. 


His slim fit leather jacket that he'd get rid of in a few songs when he'd feel too hot. 


His pretty tight ass, covered in impossibly skinny and low-cut jeans. 
Cat strutted towards the back of the stage and turned around as he stepped onto the drummer's platform. 
His shirt and jacket lifted, uncovering a bit of bare skin just above his hips as he raised his arms to clap his 


hands. 


Vice pounded on his drums harder, headbanging in rhythm with the song and glancing up at the guitarist for a 


short moment. 

They were half-way through the concert and Vice's shirt was completely soaked, clinging to him in the most 
appealing way, Cat thought. The guitarist liked to step on the podium where the drum kit was installed to feel 
each hit sent chills throughout his body, from the sole of his feet up to his legs and spine. 

At the moment Vice looked up to catch his breath, Cat's eyes locked with the drummer's. Vice smiled and 


stood up for a brief moment before sitting back and resuming his drumming. Cat had gone back to the front 


of the stage already. 


Backstage 

The thin frame of the black hair guitarist moved away from the crowd towards a dimly lit corner backstage. 
Vice was following him. 

The drummer couldn't help staring. 

His messy hair hastily rearranged with a few strokes of hands to put it back in shape. 

His lightly sun-kissed skin shining with sweat despite the darkness. 

His pants now looking painfully tight around his crotch, leaving not much to the imagination 

Cat was shirtless and leaned against the wall. He gestured for Vice to approach, arms inviting him to come 
over. The guitarist tilted his head to the right, exposing the side of his neck where a few strands of wet hair 
were clinging. 


Vice scooted right against his bandmate, nuzzling his face against the soft and salty skin of Cat's shoulder, 
before brushing his mouth on his neck and throat. 


They were done for the night and just allowed themselves a few minutes of intimacy before heading for a 
shower and change their clothes. The guitarist loved the feeling of the post-gig adrenaline rush. It amplified all 
the sensations. Vice's fondest touch, his fingertips and lips getting him higher than he ever thought possible. 


Vice was whispering against Cat's ear, labored breath mixed with promises of wicked pleasure. Cat smiled at 
the drummer's awkward dirty talk An instant later, Vice reluctantly pushed himself away and grabbed the 
guitarists wrist. They had to leave and catch-up with the rest of the band 


lh bed 

The small and naked body of his bandmate was nestled amid the hotel bed's fluffy pillows. Vice was hovering 
above Cat. 

The drummer couldn't stop admiring his lover. 

His raven color hair spread across the crisp white linen like the black ink drawings of a Japanese calligraphy. 
His delicate chest and the faint ripples of his ribcage and almost nonexistent abs. 

His bony hips and thighs lusciously wrapped around Vice's more muscular body. 


Cat rocked back and forth in sync with the younger drummer, pushing his hips up to meet Vice's every 
movement, arms locked around his bandmate's shoulders, pulling him closer. 


Vice thrusted into the guitarist, resisting the urge to pound into him as hard as he wanted to. He glanced up 
at Cat's enraptured face before leaning down and kissing him. 


They were both very close. Cats hands traveled down the drummer's back, sliding down the smooth skin that 
was slick with sweat. The guitarist was losing touch with reality and slowly tensing up, anticipating the 


vibrations which would soon spread through his whole body as the drummer would climax and ride his orgasm. 


Vice looked down at Cat, locking his gaze into the guitarists impossibly blue eyes. The drummer licked the 
guitarists swollen lips and paused for a moment before burying himself deeper inside, increasing his pace and 


starting to stroke his lover's cock. Cat jerked his head back, crying out Vice's name. He was coming already. 


